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caused by the flood might just as well have been spared. Man, as an
experiment, has proved a failure.'*
There was a knock at the front door and I went to open it. A young
man, looking like a Shelley, handed me a leaflet and quietly informed
me that I would be pleased to hear that the reign of justice was at hand,
that millions who had died would be bom again and all that was good
was on the way. Was I ready? If not, here was a book, priced five
shillings and sixpence which would not only show me the way but
would be a pass to this delivered world. I offered him a cup of tea but
he informed me that he only drank water, which bis spirit turned into
wine!
When I returned G.B.S. reached out his hand for the book and said:
"I am pestered every day wnth the literature of the insane. Here is
a note from a university proposing to set up a Chair of Gerontology:
the object is to develop a synthetic food to enable persons to retain in
their nineties the mobility and resiliency of nineteen. Among the materials
to be used are horse-blood and the lining of pigs' stomachs. The idea
is for me to subsidize it."
G.B.S. had his long white mackintosh on, his old gloves and a
slasher in his hand. We were going for a walk along the gloomy lane at
the back of his garden. Smothered with nettle and briar, the track led to
Mr. Cherry-Garrard's private estate. In the Adam house here lived
Epstein's Christ. When I first saw it as a youth it made a deep impression
on me. Here it stood in an illumined alcove, with one hand pointing at
the scar on the other. There He was, this sculpture of the Man of Sorrows
and acquainted with grief shut away in a wealthy country-house. When-
ever I passed this house I could see the pitying eyes. Here was the symbol
of a very real being, aware of all that happened in the heart of man.
G.B.S. said: "Beatrice Webb had a physical antipathy to Him."
"Have you?" I asked.
"The problem of to-day is not how to bear the burdens, but how to
get rid of them."
I suggested: "Both, surely?"
He slashed away a line of nettles, while I used my secateurs on the
overhanging branches.
"The Christian has been like Dickens's doctor in the debtors* prison,
who tells the newcomer of its ineffable peace and security, no duns, no
tyrannical .collector* of rates, taxes and rent, no importunate hopes, nor